-The tnofl lament Ms Tragedie 

Now all theferuicc I require of the in. 

Is that the one will Helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lauinia that thou haft ho hands. 

For hands to doRoraeferuice.is but vaine. 

Lucius, Speake gentle lifter who hath tnarterd thee? 
cjfyfarcus. O that delighcfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch pleafing eloquence. 

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

"Where like a fweet me! 1 odious bird it fung. 

Sweet varied notes inchaunting euery eare. 

Lucius i Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
<JWarc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in theParke, 
Seekingto hide herfclfe as doth the Dcare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus. It was my Deare, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more then had hekild me dead : 

For now I Hand as one ypon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernesofSea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue. 
Expecting cuerwhcnfome enuious furge, 

Will in his brinifh bowelsfwallow him. 

This way to death roy wretched fonnes are gone, 

Heere Hands my other fonne, abanifht roan. 

And heere roy brother weeping at my woes , 

Butthat which giuesmy foulethcgrcateftfpume. 

Is deere Lauinia, deerer then my foulc. 

Had I but feenethy picture in this plight, 
Itwouldhaueroadded me : what mail I doe, 

Nowe I beholde chy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemnde, and deadby this. 

Looke Marcus . ah fonne Luctus looke on her, 


I 


of Titus Andromcui. 

When I did name her brothers, then frefh teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 

Vponagathrcd Lillie almoft withered. (husband, 

UWarc. Perchance /he weepesbecaufethey kild her 

Perchance becauft /he knowes him innocent. 

Tttus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becaufethelaw hath tanereuengeonthem. 

No, no, they Would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Witnes the forrow that their fitter makes. 

Gentle Lsuinia let me kiffe thy lips, 

Or make fome figne how I may do theeeafet 
Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius , F 
And thou and I fit round about fomeFouncahte, 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are/faind in mcadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery flime left on them by a flood? 

And in the Fountaine /hall wegazefolorig. 

Till the fre/h tafte be taken from that cleerencs. 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or /hall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or /hall webite our tongues, and indambe fheWS 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull daies ? 

What /hall we doe? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plotfomc dcuife of further mifery 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

Luti. Sweet father ccafe your teares, for at yourgriefe 
See how my wretched After fobs and weeps. 

Mart. Patience deere Neece, good Titus dric thine eyes. 
Titus. Ah MarcutyMarcus , Brother well 1 wote, 

Thy napkin cannot driftke a teare of mine, 

I'orthou pooremanhaft drowndit withthineownc. 

Lues, Ah my Lautnia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Tttus, Mark Marcusrmrkc.i\ vnderftandher fignes, 

Had /lie a tongue to fpeakc, now would flic fay 

That 
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